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ADVERTISEMENT. 


The  author  thinks  it  necessary  briefly  to  state, 
that  the  outlines  of  the  structure  of  the  following 
Poem  are  drawn  from  Lord  Byron’s  Childe  Ha¬ 
rold’s  Pilgrimage,”  so  far  as  respects  the  itinerary 
method  of  that  sublime  performance ;  and  no  further : 
— that  egotism  of  course  becomes  a  constituent  of 
such  a  structure — that  Cordelia,  to  whom  he  has 
ventured  to  assign  a  local  habitation  and  a 
name,”  is  nothing  more  than  an  unfinished  idea  of 
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virtue,  embodied  in  a  female  form,  what  he  has 
never  seen,  but  what  he  would  like  to  see ;  and, 
he  only  regrets,  that  the  nature  of  his  professional 
studies,  admitting  of  little  leisure  either  for  rhyming 
or  roaming,  has  prevented  him  from  giving  this 
Canto  that  more  dilate,  or  comprehensive  form  he 
would  have  wished ;  well  aware,  that  either  from 
circumstance,  history,  or  association,  almost  every 
particle  of  British  ground,  like  the  olden  Italy, 
that  fertile  soil  of  song,  might  now  be  made  to 
glow  under  a  pen  vivified  by  much  less  than  clas¬ 
sical  enthusiasm.  The  author  has  seen  and  borne 
with  many  who  are  disposed  to  detract  from  this 
divine  and  patriarchal  spirit;  but,  as  this  is  no  place 
to  investigate  whether  that  unhallowed  disposition 
proceeds  from  an  undue  attachment  to  mere  secu¬ 
lar  pursuits,  or  from  a  phlegmatic  temperament, 
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or  from  both,  he  must  content  himself  by  recom¬ 
mending  to  such  the  following  sentence  of  Eras¬ 
mus: — ‘‘  Non  desunt  crassi  quidem  qui  studiosos 
ab  hujusmodi  libris  deterreant  ceu  poeticis  vocant, 
et  ad  morum  integritatem  officientibus.  Ego  verb 
dignos  censeo,  quos  et  omnibus  in  ludis  prselegant, 
et  sibi  legant,  legantque  senes.'’ 


London  Hospital, 
July  Qth,  1819. 


Preparing  for  the  press,  and  speedily  will  he  published, 
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CANTO  I. 


V 

I. 

In  that  enlighten’d  region  of  the  world, 

Where  the  proud  ensign  with  the  thistle  streams, 
Where  Conquest  ne’er  his  sway  tyrannic  hurl’d. 
But  Highland  steel  in  warlike  triumph  gleams, 
And  Nature  in  her  native  grandeur  teems ; 

Where  Genius  with  true  Patriotism  vies. 

And  Beauty  in  her  genial  climate  beams, 

Where  Grampians’  snowy  pride  invades  the  skies, 
While  at  their  feet  the  Strath  all  fair  and  flow’ry  lies ; 
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IL 

Kenneth  was  born  :  a  wight,  alas  !  whose  spring 
Of  days  hath  fled,  whose  summer’s  fleeting  fast. 
Whose  ev’ry  rip’ning  year  serves  but  to  fling 
Remembrance  hideous  round  the  seasons  past — 
Ah !  certes,  he  doth  long  to  rest  at  last 
On  some  safe  shore ;  nay,  marvel  not,  his  heart, 
Long  sway’d  by  Fashion’s  form,  doth  long  to  cast 
Itself  into  a  nobler  mould, — for  Art 
One  pleasure  to  his  soul  can  ne’er  again  impart.— 


III. 

He  loves  the  solitary  scene,  tho’  he 
Himself,  when  there,  can  never  feel  alone— 

A  gloomy  rock — a  wide  expanded  sea, 

A  boiling  billow,  or  a  wild-mew’s  moan. 

Thrill  thro’  his  heart  a  sweet  congenial  tone — 
Oft  doth  he  bend  his  far  retired  way 
The  glowing  West  to  see,  when  day  is  done, — 
At  Sol’s  decline  ;  or,  gone  his  golden  ray, 

Mark  twilight  pour  his  sombre,  melancholy,  grey. 
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IV. 

The  sweetest  fellowship  his  fancy’s  eye 
Or  many-hued  imagination’s  light 
Imbibes,  his  height  of  social  luxury. 

Is  the  lone  wilderness  with  freedom’s  sprite 
To  whet  and  glut  a  spiritual  appetite  : 

His  heart,  Oh  Nature!  from  his  birth,  was  thine. 

And  often  did  thy  polish’d  charms  invite 
His  boyhood’s  homage  at  thy  lovely  shrine ; 

Now,  in  wildness  clad,  thou’rt  manhood’s  mightiest  engine. 


V. 

He  did  estrange  him  from  the  airy  throng 
That  flutter’d  round  him  on  the  gay  parade — 

And  as  he  pass’d  the  insect  crowds  among 
To  gain  the  lonely  path,  smiling,  he  said. 

That  these  were  butterflies  the  sunshine  made 
To  sport  awhile  ;  but,  should  some  clouds  of  storm 
Th’  horizon  of  their  lives  assail,  they’d  fade 
Anon — they’d  sink — they’d  change  their  sparkling  form 
Aye,  creep  into  their  nests,  dull  as  the  very  worm. 
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VI. 

’Twas  on  a  Scottish  summer’s  temperate  eve 
That  Kenneth  rov’d  abroad  in  sullen  mood; 

The  fretting  hum  of  towns  he  long’d  to  leave. 
And  rapid  sped  him  to  a  peaceful  wood, 

Wherein  a  lonely  bower  of  jasmine  stood 
Beneath  the  foliage  of  an  aged  oak, 

Hard  by  a  stream  that  flow’d  o’er  many  a  rood, 
Whose  bubbling,  like  a  wild  melody,  broke 
Sweetly  on  his  gloom,  and  thus  to  himself  he  spoke  : 


VIL 

Sometimes  there  breathes  a  stillness  o’er  man’s  hours, 
Which  nought  on  earth  but  solitude  can  give — 

They  are  the  hours  when  cool  reflection  pours 
His  wise  memorials  o’er  the  life  we  live — 

They  are  the  hours  when  from  the  human  hive 
We  steal  away,  and  feed  on  what’s  been  done — 

They  are  the  hours  when  stranger  thoughts  arrive, 
When  relative  Suggestion  leaves  her  throne 
To  cherish  some  sweet  infant  promise  of  her  own. 
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VIII. 

And  something  breathes  it  o’er  the  lonely  walk, 
Unshackling  all  the  various  mental  powers — 

Be  it  light  fancy — or  that  soothing  talk 
With  mother  Nature,  when  the  soul’s  spring  towers 
Elastic,  mingling  with  all  around,  scours 
Along  the  main,  skims  the  blue  vault  above. 
Descends  upon  the  face  of  earth,  and  pours 
Itself  through  life — I’ll  not  essay  to  prove  : 

Albeit  not  yet  express’d,  is’nt  felt  by  all  who  move  ^ 


IX. 

’Tis  the  divine  abstraction  that  I  mean  ; 

(And  him  who  hath  not  heart  to  feel,  nor  glows 
With  this,  I  envy  not,)  when  from  this  scene 
Of  fleeting  vanity  and  strife  man  grows 
T’  immortality — when  Idea  flows. 

With  Charity  entwin’d,  free  from  the  chains 
Of  sordid  int’rest— when  all  Nature  blows 
Rosy  and  fresh  throughout  her  wide  domains. 

And  Peace,  wreath’d  with  her  olive  boughs,  serenely  reigns. 
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X. 

Go,  man!  woo  friendly  Melancholy,  born 
Of  philosophy  and  contemplation — 

That  heavenly  maid,  whose  pensive  and  thought-worn 

Lineaments  express  a  pure  creation 

And  a  souh  refin’d — Ah  !  sweet  sensation  ! 

Thy  melting  mood  the  lyrist  loves  to  prize. 

Listen  to  her  tone  of  inspiration — 

At  her  command  strange  burning  thoughts  arise. 

That  wing  th’  elated  soul  and  point  her  to  the  skies.” 


XI. 

And  seek  the  cool  fane  of  contemplation— 

For  there  this  power  divine  shall  be  attain’d 
By  thee ! — Purity  of  cogitation, 

Temp’rance,  virtuous  days  have  jointly  gain’d 
Simplicity  of  spirit,  and  have  wean’d 
The  heart  from  common  views  and  things  of  life — 
But  know,  in  vig’rous  sway  this  never  reign’d. 

Save  in  a  soul  with  serious  feeling  rife — 

Sublim’d — nay  prun’d  by  revelation’s  temper’d  knife.” 


Canto  1. 
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And  first  in  ecstasy  of  soul  I  rov’d 
To  where  Edina  rears  her  princely  head ; 

Edina !  queen  of  cities !  and  belov’d 
Of  all  that  by  her  far-fam’d  name  are  led 
To  visit  her!  by  her  the  eye  is  fed 
With  reg’lar  beauty  and  magnificence  I 
What  grandeur  Art,  if  grandeur  Art  hath  made, 
What  Nature  moulds  amid  her  works  immense, 
In  combination  rush  upon  the  startled  sense. 


XIII. 

I  view  that  splendid  place  in  years  of  yore. 

Old  Holyrood,  the  palace  of  the  Queen 
Of  Scots,  the  lovely  Mary,  her  who  bore 
Adversity’s  extreme,  tho’  in  her  mien 
All  unreveal’d — I  view  that  murd’rous  scene, 
Where  once  the  minstrel-minion  Rizzio  lay 
Mangled  by  Douglas’  dagger  in  its  sheen, 
Dimm’d  with  his  reeking  gore,  and  to  this  day 
The  blood-stain’d  floor  recalls  the  sanguinary  fray. 
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XIV. 

Ill-starr’d  queen !  whose  loveliness,  as  ^twere,  shone 
In  dazzling  mockVy  o’er  affliction’s  night — 

Whose  matchless  charms  at  once,  sore  envied,  won 
The  hearts  of  kings  who  chanc’d  to  meet  their  light. 
Whose  various  talents,  (had  the  fates  seen  right. 

Had  fortune  smil’d  as  beauty  on  her  days,) 

Would  have  confounded  courtiers’  craft,  aye,  might 
Have  gain’d  themselves  immortal  Hist’ry’s  praise. 
And  deck’d  her  diadem  with  never-fading  bays. 

XV. 

Her  life  was  constant  agony — ^her  crown 
Full,  full,  of  thorns — her  reign  a  civil  war— 

Her  beauty  foster’d  ranc’rous  Envy’s  frown, 

(Sure  it  had  birth  beneath  malignant  star,) 

And  to  her  peace  rear’d  an  eternal  bar ; 

Her  faults  were  virtues,  amiable  tho’  frail, 

They  only  seem  her  character  to  mar — 

Say,  Truth!  doth  righteous  sympathy  bewail  ? 

Say,  doth  she  blameless  sleep  in  death’s  dark  silent  vale  ? 
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XVL 

Kenneth  bewail’d  her  fate  with  grief  sincere^ 
His  sorrow  not  the  less  tho’  ages  past 
Had  swept  the  tale  of  sadness  from  his  ear ; 
No — so  long  as  hist’ry  and  honour  last, 

The  future  lapse  of  years  will  fail  to  waste 
One  sigh  of  sympathy  o’er  Mary’s  day — 

Ye  gen’rous  Britons!  ye  who  love  to  taste 
What  patriotic  feelings  do  display, 

Oh!  listen  to  the  strain  of  Kenneth’s  passing  lay  : 


1. 

As  blooms  awhile  the  garden  rose, 

’Neath  summer  suns,  with  lovely  light, 

All  unsuspicious  of  her  foes. 

The  midnight  blast — the  with’ring  blight — ■ 
So  bloom’d  the  beauteous  Scottish  Queen  ^ 
Transplanted  from  the  land  of  Gaul ; 

With  sweet  benignly-beaming  mein. 

In  Holyrood’s  imperial  hall. 

c 
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Proud  England  heard  of  Scotland’s  flowV, 
How  she  in  mellowing  lustre  grew, 

Ah !  long  before  her  ripen’d  hour 
Lethif’rous  blasts  of  envy  blew, 

It  seem’d  as  if  some  cherub-sprite 
Presided  o’er  this  heav’nly  flow’r. 

Hymning  away  all  earthly  blight. 

And  guarding  with  celestial  power. 


3 

And  sweet’ning  more  in  solitude 
When  prison’d  in  a  loathsome  cell 
Her  mind,  as  ’twere,  in  magic  mood 
Created  Heaven  out  of  Hell. 

Which  prov’d,  nor  place  nor  torture  dire 
Her  lofty  soul  could  ever  harm — 

Ev’n  on  the  block  she  caught  fresh  fire, 
And  sung  the  seraph-anthem’s  charm. 


Canto  I. 
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XVII. 

’Twas  moonlight,  and  the  stars  of  Heav’n  were  bright, 
When  Kenneth  hailM  Edina’s  castled  Hill, 

The  bugle’s  war-notes  sounded  from  the  height, 

And  the  martial  sound  of  drums  with  the  shrill 
Fife  shot  thro’  the  ev’ning  air ;  but  ill,  ill, 

Did  they  ’cord  with  the  tone  of  Kenneth’s  mind. 

For  mem’ry’s  gory  fount  flow’d  freshly  still 
With  the  blood  shed  by  his  related  kind. 

When  Waterloo’s  red  swords  a  wreath  of  vict’ry  twin’d. 


XVIIf. 

But  that  is  o’er,  and  heap’d  upon  the  past — 

And  Time  hath  kindly  heal’d  the  ulcer’d  wound 
That  bled  at  home;  but,  tender  to  the  last, 

Such  scars,  however  clos’d,  when  prob’d,  they  stound 
Afresh — so  Kenneth  felt  within,  breast-bound. 

As  it  were,  with  a  wreath  of  night  shade,  when. 

From  the  hill,  he  heard  the  bugle’s  war-sound. 

And  thought  on  them  it  ne’er  could  wake  again 
’Till  Judgement’s  son’rous  trump  collect  the  race  of  men. 
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Now  mark  Edina’s  chiefest  fount  of  fame  ! 
Those  studious  crowds  that  speed  to  yonder  gate 
Are  Science’  sons  who  own  her  splendent  name  ; 
Her  College  there  that  rears  her  head  of  state, 

In  height  and  reputation  like  elate, 

Rises,  the  Athens  of  the  British  realm  ! 

She,  not  unconscious  of  her  envied  fate, 

By  stern  Minerva’s  star  still  guides  that  helm 
No  storms  of  jealousy  can  ever  overwhelm. 


XX. 

Oh,  philosophic  nurse  of  lib’ral  hearts ! 

Wise  fertile  mother  of  the  good  and  great  ! 

Thy  grateful  offspring,  men  of  honour’d  parts, 
Bards,  doctors,  heroes,  ministers  of  state. 

Have  own’d  thee  as  the  steps  that  pav’d  their  fate, 
Monro  !  thy  founder,  (2)  peaceful  sleep  his  shade. 
Say,  was  it  left  for  him  to  renovate 
Eld^s  letter’d  ages  and  her  glories  dead  ? 
Remember,  thou ;  her  life  and  lore  together  fled. 


Canto  1. 
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XXL 

Hot-bed  of  learning  !  seat  of  manly  thought ! 

Dear  to  this  heart  the  memory  of  the  time 
When  ’twas  my  youthful — my  delightful  lot 
(Ah,  then  my  days  were  in  their  halcy’n  prime, 

Keen  up  the  hill  of  knowledge  bent  to  climb) 

Hard  by  thine  academic  groves  to  dwell. 

Inhale  thy  breath,  and  woo  thy  lore  sublime — 
Receive  this  drop  of  tribute  as  it  fell 
From  one  whose  grateful  heart  doth  here  sincerely  swell. 


XXIL 

On  Calton^s  hnnV  beneath  the  column  there 
That  stands  in  record  of  the  deathless  dead, 
Pillar  uprear’d  of  gratitude,  and  dear 
To  the  bright  deeds  of  one  who  nobly  bled — 
To  him  I  now  will  strike,  who  nobly  led 
Aspiring  youth  thro’  glory’s  brilliant  path, 

To  Nelson  of  the  Nile !  a  name  that  fed 
Gaul’s  troops  with  terror,  like  to  him  of  Gath 
Who  palsied  Israel’s  host  by  menace  of  his  wrath. 
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XXIII. 

Oh  hallo  wM  name !  Britannia’s  darling  pride ! 

When  shall  such  naval  hero  live  again  ! 

Say,  Muse  !  when  shall  such  star  again  preside 
O’er  the  blue  waters  of  the  trackless  main  ? 
Whisper,  ye  nine  !  in  whose  propitious  reign 
Such  matchless  bravVy  shall  again  inspire 
A  son  of  Albion’s  realm  with  such  disdain 
Of  life — of  love^of  all — when  patriot-fire 
'And  fame  hold  in  his  dauntless  soul  their  lov’d  empire. 


XXIV. 

He  was  a  burning  and  a  shining  light,” 

His  life  one  series  of  heroic  deed. 

Vitality  of  merit,  on  the  height 
Of  mountain — fame  respiring  pure, — all-freed 
From  th’  inglorious  pride  of  act,  that  foul  weed 
Which  breasts  magnanimous  can  quell — 

He  on  the  self-approving  hour  could  feed — 

The  Muse  of  History,  not  mine,  must  tell 
How  on  Trafalgar’s  waves  he  fought,  and  bled,  and  fell. 


Canto  /. 
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XXV. 

His  deathless  deads  are  Poesy^s  proud  theme,  (3) 
And  Memory’s  voice  makes  music  of  his  name  : 

Her  far-inspiring  tones  with  passion  teem. 

Salute  the  world  and  wake  the  trump  of  Fame, 

And  Albion’s, pride  triumphantly  inflame  ; 

His  bright  precedence  hallow  with  their  sound, 
Rouse  Valour’s  sons,  and  future  heroes  claim, 

And,  while  the  pulses  of  Britannia  bound, 

Breathe  notes  of  fervid  infl’ence  on  the  realms  around. 


XXVI. 

And  thus  it  is  that  Heroism’s  spirits  live, 

(For  amid  Glory  melts  their  earthly  shell,) 

Their  Angel  mem’ries  bodiless  survive, 

All  Envy’s  blight  benignantly  dispel. 

And  tales  of  Charity  are  all  they  tell — 

Humanity  assumes  a  heav’nlier  hue 

When  Death’s  dull  tones  announce  his  last  farewell, 

When  to  the  things  of  Time  he  hymns  adieu, 

And  scenes  immutable  expand  before  his  view. 
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f  But  now  I  tread  around  the  silent  tomb 

j  And  Urn  of  one  whose  ashes  rest  below — - 

His  country’s  glorious  boast !  immortal  Hume! 

Tho’  Reason’s  dupe,  and  Revelation’s  foe, 

How  Hist’ry  long  his  burning  page  doth  glow 
With  the  light  of  ages  past !  his  bright  soul 
Pour’d  itself  thro’  all,  like  to  the  fierce  flow 
(  Of  Phoebus’  beam,  when,  spurning  Earth’s  controul, 
His  subtle  stream  works,  warms,  extends  itself  thro’  all. 


XXVIII. 

Spurn  not,  oh,  Man  !  the  solace  of  thy  heart. 
Nor  pride  thyself  in  Reason’s  feebler  powder, 
Waste  not  thy  midnight  oil  in  the  vain  art 
Of  Scepticism,  Philosophism,  nor  pour 
Abroad  one  page  of  Antichristian  lore. 
Transforming  right.  Alas  !  we  feed  the  sense 
With  gross  material  joys,  nor  heed  the  hour 
Of  Retribution,  drunk  with  indulgence. 

Or  madly  bent  on  earthly  Fame’s  magnificence. 


Panto  /. 
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XXIX. 

Eternity  !  thou  never-ending  year ! 

When  I  contrast  thee  with  Life’s  little  span, 

Methinks,  ’tis  like  the  Ocean  with  a  tear 
Compar’d. — Yet  on  thy  vast  expanse  poor  man 
Must  sail,  happy  or  damn’d.  Well  should  he  scan 
The  value  of  thy  thought,  ere  yet  the  grave 
Close  on  his  coffin’d  clay — Oh  God  !  who  can 
Thy  blessed  Son’s  eternal  maxims  wave. 

Then  boldly  meet  thy  face  and  hope  his  soul  to  save  ? 

XXX. 

Virtue  !  could  feeble  man  but  ever  keep  > 

Thine  everlasting  sunshine  in  his  breast. 

Then  happiness  might  ripen,  all  might  reap 
Harvests  of  peace,  might  hope  those  realms  of  rest, 
Those  vales,  those  isles,  those  mansions  of  the  blest. 
Inherited  by  meek-ey’d  Patience’  sons — 

How  long  must  Vice’s  breath  this  world  infest  ? 

Ah !  white-rob’d  Virtue  man  deluded  shuns. 

Like  snow  avoiding  Earth  for  Atlas’  icy  thrones. 

D 
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Happiness!  rare  flow V,  why  dost  thou  disdain 
To  bloom  in  countries  of  the  comeliest  clime 
This  orb  can  boast  of,  from  her  lowliest  plain 
To  hills  ev’n  higher  than  condor  flight  can  climb. 
^Tis  true  Life’s  summer’s  short,  and  so  is  Time 
For  thee,  I  ween,  to  shew  ev’n  signs  of  fruit — 

But  ’tis  the  soil,  I  fear,  this  land  of  crime. 

And  Sin’s  dark  weeds  that  choke  thy  tender  root. 
Earth’s  barren  wild  does  not  thy  heav’nly  essence  suit. 


XXXII. 

Long  may  Edina  flourish, — never  fade  ; — 

Ah,  Carthage,  Rome,  and  Athens,  are  no  more ! 

These  in  the  dust  fell  Luxury  soon  laid, 

And  all  the  bays  their  bards  or  "warriors  wore 
Serve  but  to  shew  what  they  had  been  before. 

Long  may  her  sons  retain  a  manly  mind. 

And  bear  the  virtues  which  their  fathers  bore. 

And  leave  on  Hist’ry’s  page  a  name  behind, 

Oh  Christ,  but  not  like  Eld,  to  warn — to  guide  mankind. 


Canto  J. 


KENNETH. 
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XXXIII. 

' — Cordelia  !  when  I  think  on  thee,  how  rare 
Thy  fickle  sex  have  feelings  such  as  thine — 

1 

How  rare  to  see  the  jewel  that  you  wear; 

I  grieve — nay,  marvel  not — I  do  repine — 

Know,  Nature  too  hath  vow’d  it  to  be  mine 
To  feel  the  glowing  raptures  of  the  muse. 

T’  admire  the  tints  wdth  which  th’  o’erpow’ring  Nine 
Clothe  this  fain’  world  with  all  the  heav’nly  hues 
O’er  their  wild  universe  they’re  skilful  to  diffuse.” 


XXXIV. 

I  grieve — nay,  marvel  not — I  do  repine — 

Thou’lt  feel  thy  heart  oft  Mddow’d  and  alone. 
Beyond  the  reach  of  language  to  define. 

Such  pure  divinity  bespeaks  a  tone 
Of  mind  born  only  to  affix  its  throne, 

(Not  in  this  land  of  coldness  and  of  care) 

Far  from  the  world,  in  regions  of  its  own,” — 
Where  Jealousy  nor  Envy  cannot  tear 
From  out  thine  armed  breast  the  jewel  that  yt^u  wear 
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XXXV. 

Lady!  Oh  say,  who  hath  endow’d  thy  mind 
With  the  rare  gem  of  philosophic  taste  } 

Amid  the  fairer  world  ’twere  hard  to  find 
Such  intellect  and  comprehension  vast 
As,  mix’d  with  fine  imagination,  grac’d 
That  lovely  virgin-stage  of  artless  truth 
Which  seem’d  to  dare  the  hand  of  time  to  waste 
The  sparkling  eye  and  rosy  cheek  of  youth. 

And  mock  at  grey-hair’d  age,  tho’  ignorant  of  ruth. 


XXXVI. 

Ah  I  ’twas  not  thy  exterior  charms  alone 
That  fix’d  Love’s  irremediable  dart — 

But  ’twas  the  graces  of  thy  mind  that  shone 
Pure  from  the  mine  of  Nature,  not  of  Art, 

That  grav’d  thy  deep  idea  on  my  heart ; 

With  Nature  bred,  ev’n  from  thy  girlish  years. 

Thy  native  mountains  have  become  a  part 
Of  thee,  and  the  wild  glen  of  heath  that  rears 
Those  well-known  flow’ry  herbs  that  native  vale  endears. 


Canto  I. 


KENNETH. 
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XXXVII. 


Thy  voice  is  music — sparing  is  thy  speech  — 

Yet  thy  blue  silent  eloquence  of  eye, 

None  with  contracted  caution  can  impeach — 

Far  from  thy  pouting  lips  of  carmine  dye, 
Intelligence  exiles  Frivolity — (4) 

Thy  words  a  general  charitable  flow^ 

Check’d  by  no  false  or  foolish  prudery — 

’Tis  not  to  shine  thou  speak’st — well  dost  thou  know 
The  heart  excels  the  bays  of  Science  on  the  brow. 


XXXVIIL 

Yet  deem  not  thence  Cordelia  could  not  vie 
With  deepest  of  her  sex,  in  depth  of  lore — 

Though  ’twas  her  Kenneth  chiefly  could  descry 
Her  letter’d  education’s  boundless  store — 

She  lov’d  the  Muse,  navev’n  herself  could  soar. 

With  th’  eagle  spirit  of  a  child  of  song !”  (6) 

Religion  was  the  jewel  that  she  wore. 

Her  charity  and  faith  were  large  and  strong. 

Like  the  tall  tow’ring  mountains  which  she  dwelt  amonor. 


KENNETH. 


Canto  /. 


XXXIX. 

Heav’ns  !  how  Caledonia' s  mountains  tower, 
Heath-clad  and  craggy  from  the  loch  and  glen,^ 
With  summits  thirsting,  as  it  were,  for  power. 

To  melt  the  cloudy  kingdoms  into  rain. 

To  live  like  islands  on  the  azure  main, — 

To  hear  the  rolling  torrents  roaring  down 
The  rugged  rocky  realms  of  their  rough  domain. 
Or  listen  to  the  tempest’s  trumpet,  blown 
In  notes  of  wildest  howling  o’er  their  stormy  throne. 


XL. 

Mountains  !  ye  mammce  of  maternal  earth  ! 

To  you  the  river  of  majestic  course 
\  And  all  his  subject-streamlets  owe  their  birth, 
j  He,  issuing  small  from  out  his  rocky  source, 

?  And,  like  a  rising  infant,  screaming  hoarse, 
Roaring  and  foaming  from  his  rocky  throat, 

Soon  shoots  with  manly  and  benignant  force, 

;  With  health,  hope,  happiness,  and  verdure,  fraught, 
/Engend’ring  nourishment  to  cheer  the  distant  cot. 


Canto  L  - 


KENNETH. 


XLI. 

Oh  Caledonia  !  happy  are  thy  sons, 

Yes,  happy  as  ail  Natute^s  children  are  ; 

For  horrid  Mars  their  mountain-fortress  shuns; 

Safe  in  their  glens,  stern  battle  roars  aVar, 

Nor  savage  Murder  seeks  their  peace  to  mar; 

They,  like  the  shepherds  of  th’  Arcadian  vale, 

Tho’  born  beneath  a  less  luxurious  star, 

The  antient  spirit  of  their  sires  inhale. 

And  in  the  Gaelic  song  pour  forth  their  oral  tale. 

/ 


XLII. 

Hark  to  the  pibroch  in  the  distant  glen  ! 

You  who  have  heard  a  sad  and  plaintive  air 
Breath’d  from  the  flute  on  Anglia’s  polish’d  plain. 
You  who  have  heard  a  Catalani  fair 
In  soft  Italian  numbers  warble  there, 

I  envy  not.  My  native  pipe  instills 
The  patriot’s  fire,  (0)  its  music  soothes  my  care-^ 
Hark !  how  its  note  of  shrillness  sweetly  thrills, 
And  proudly  swells  along  Cordelia’s  native  hills. 
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XLIIL 

Then  sigh  ye  o’er  the  ruin’d  Highland  fort, 

Where  sleep  the  ashes  of  the  Highland  chief — 
(There  now  Decay’s  denuding  fingers  sport. 

And  moss-grown  Ruin,  clad  in  ivied  leaf 
And  waving  fern,  tho’  verdant,  breathes  of  grief,) 

He,  once  within  those  shatter’d  tott’ring  walls. 
Sustain’d  his  power  and  state,  and  clannish  fief. 

And,  sov'reign»like,  maintain’d  these  mould’ring  halls. 
Whose  aspect  now,  alas !  the  stranger’s  eye  appalls. 


XLIV. 

And  thus  it  is  with  monuments  of  art. 

Beneath  the  yoke  of  Time  all  all  must  bend : 

This  Desolation,  ponder’d  in  the  heart, 

Ere  it  to  dark  Oblivion’s  shades  descend. 

Teaches  where  earthly  power  and  glory  end — 

Man,  for  dominion,  often  lays  aside 
That  solid  peace  which  solid  actions  lend — 

And  toils  him  here  for  power,  and  pomp,  and  pride. 
Perchance  to  lose  the  clime  where  truth  and  joy  abide. 


Canto  /. 


KENNETH. 
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XLVI. 

Mountains,  cataracts,  and  vallies !  ye  strew 
The  myrrh  of  meditation  o^er  my  mind — 

Ye  lap  me  in  sublimity,  the  dew 
Of  Heaven !  for  ye  have  the  pure  of  mankind, 
The  children  of  the  hut,  harmless  as  a  hind. 
At  noon-tide  play  upon  a  river-side. 

And  peasant  girls,  up  with  the  morning  wind 
Out  blooming  far  the  harlot  in  her  pride. 

That  ’mid  the  sinful  art  of  cities  doth  reside. 


XLVIL 

Our  Lord  and  Saviour  chose  the  Mount  for  pray’r,  (7) 
Where  all  his  Father’s  mighty  works  display’d, 

Hills,  vallies,  forests,  seas,  skies,  sun,  and  air, 
Expanding  far  in  loveliest  hues  array’d, 

Might  breathe  solemnity  o’er  what  he  said ! 

’Twas  then  Truth’s  native  eloquence  was  heard ! 

And  pure  Morality’s  foundation  laid  ! 

A  Church  on  Superstition’s  ruins  rear’d ! 

Earth  link’d  with  Heav’n  and  spiritually  enspher’d  ! 

E 
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XLVIIL 

Adore  Jehovah’s  works  !  adore  them, all! 

Adore  the  Sun,  the  source  of  all  below ! 

From  mere  inert,  from  the  cold  worms  that  crawl. 

To  man  whose  mind  alone  is  form’d  to  glow, 

Whose  thought  serene  can  settle  on  his  brow. 

In  admiration  of  that  mighty  sphere! 

Centre  divine  of  all  the  tints  that  throw 
Their  blooming  beauties  round.  See !  see !  how  clear 
The  amber-edged  clouds  their  snowy  bosoms  rear ! 


XLIX. 

Adore  the  Air,  that  spring  of  life  and  love. 
Invisible  throughout  its  spreading  zone ! 

Which  seems  to  mingle  with  the  stars  above. 
And  live  thro’  space  all  boundless  and  alone  ! 
Yet  Nature’s  God  hath  fixed  its  vital  throne. 
Not  far  beyond  the  height  of  Ande’s  reign  I 
Sing  then.  Oh  Earth  !  for  the  Air  is  thy  own . 
Etherial  food  !  Oh,  praise  its  pure  domain  ! 
Rejoice,  and  happy  roll  within  its  pond’rous  chain. 


Canto  /. 
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L. 

Adore  the  lovely  mirror  of  the  Sun  ! 

That  mellow  incidence  of  borrow^  light, 

When  Phoebus  o’er  the  heav’n  his  course  hath  run ! 
Pale  mantled  orb,  queen  of  the  silent  night ! 

Far  distant  in  her  regency  of  might, 

Stretching  the  liquid  regions  of  the  wave. 

Shedding  o’er  th’  em’rald  tide  such  height 
Of  polish,  that  sea-nymphs  might  leave  their  cave 
Of  coral,  and  amid  her  radiant  lustre  lave 


LI. 

Their  limbs  in  the  vast  fountain  of  the  deep  ! 

Oh  mighty  world  of  waters,  hail,  all  hail ! 
Whether  in  th’  awful  calm  thy  features  sleep. 

Or  in  thy  raging  wrath,  when  the  rude  gale 
Rouses  from  rest  thy  liquid  silence,  hail ! 
Emblem  immense  of  Constancy  and  Love  ! 

At  Dian’s  nod  thy  wavy  volumes  swell 
In  pride  of  tide  to  her  pale  star  above. 

And  no  capricious  change  doth  in  thy  bosom  move. 
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LII. 

Methinks  I  view  the  Spirit  of  the  Sea ; 

Lo  !  purple  is  the  hue  of  her  attire — • 

The  wild  waves  sing  to  her — now  could  I  flee 
Ev’n  from  myself  and  from  the  thoughts  of  fire 
That  scorch  me — yet, — e’re  long,  I  shall  respire 
Something  that  feels  more  vital  to  my  frame  ; 

Yes,  something  that  above  the  drossy  pyre 
Of  carnal,  corp’ral,  or  material,  flame. 

Shall  rise  in  glory  bright,  and  shine — not  set  the  same. 


LIII. 

For  in  my  breast  there  burns  a  spiritual  flame, 
Imbuing  things  inanimate  with  life. 

Endowing  things  aerial  with  name— 

Stocking  stars — colonizing  comets  rife 
With  spirits— stirring  mine  own  soul  to  strife 
With  its  own  elements,  till,  at  the  height 
Of  Fancy’s  pyramid.  Truth’s  naked  knife 
Quick  cuts  my  baseless  bliss,  and,  swift  as  light, 
Envelopes  all  my  soul  in  deepest  shades  of  night. 


4-1 
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LIV. 

Ah  !  I  have  purchas’d  Science  with  the  blight 
And  horror  of  my  heart.  Philosophy  ! 

What  art  thou  ?  If  there  be  aught  in  thy  might 
And  majesty  of  name,  indemnify — 

Let  the  light  of  thy  count’nance  terrify 
Th’  infernal  population  of  my  brain — 

Erase  from  its  fibres  the  geography 
Of  hell,  or,  if  I  must  battle  with  Pain, 

Steel  me,  stern  dame,  steel  me  with  Patience  for  the  plain. 


LV. 

Ye  pow’rs  of  Scrutiny  !  ’ventilate  my  heart; 

Come,  traverse  the  map  of  my  ev’ry  sense, 

Inquire  not  with  the  fruitless  earthly  art 
Of  Sorcery,  but  use  the  omniscience 
Of  heav’n^ — Feel  the  pulse  of  my  conscience, 
You’ll  find  I’m  dove-like — that  I  love  the  smell 
Of  Peace,  and  all  her  mild  magnificence  ! 

Search — search  my  heart,  that  solitary  cell 
Where  nought  but  Solitude  and  Sorrow  love  to  dwell. 
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LVI. 

Falsehood  !  you/from  your  workshop  issuing  forth, 
Full  on  my  peace  your  keen  stiletto  flung — 

You,  with  your  dev’lish  sneer  and  impious  mirth. 
With  sly  Insinuation’s  gossip-tongue, 

Down  to  the  quick  my  harrow’d  feelings  stung. 

Oh,  Peace!  thou’rt  like  unto  a  planet-star 
Unto  a  lay  of  love  melodiously  sung ! 

Disturb  its  gravity,  or  measur’d  bar 
And  chords,  or  Universe  must  in  a  moment  jar. 


LVII. 

Malice !  Malice  !  to  thaw  thine  icicle 
There  is  a  fiery  vigil  in  my  heart — 

Go — creep  to  the  pole — hence,  thou  oracle 
Of  mischief,  buckle  up  thy  hellish  art. 

And  revel  o’er  it  there  ;  hence — hence,  go  start 
Thy  foul  suspicions  against  bears,  not  men. 

Fly,  fly,  thou  human  Upas — hence' — depart — 
Thy  breath  is  bane — ’tis  like  grim  Auster,  when, 
To  grief  of  Italy,  he  swept  the  Pontine  fen.  (8) — 
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LYIIL 

Yet,  in  the  verdure  of  my  youth,  I  eat 
The  aloes  of  life — I  read ;  *tis  gain — 

So  sung  the  holy  Psalmist,  (9)  at  whose  feet 
My  plaint  I  bend.  Lock’d  in  my  burning  brain 
Lies  the  alexipharmic  of  my  pain — 

The  sole  kalon  of  existence  to  me — 

To  feel — or  to  possess — to  wish  is  vain — 

But  had  that  wish  words — ’tis,  I  would  be  free  : 

Come,  Liberty !  sweet  nymph,  come  with  thy  golden  key. 


LIX. 

Liberty  !  there  is  magic  in  your  name. 

Wild  spirit !  let  me  gulp  your  breath,  devour 
Your  charms,  and  feast  upon  their  vital  flame : 
Come  to  me,  sweet !  yield  ye  to  my  sighs,  pour 
Into  me  rapture,  lead  me  to  the  bower 
Of  Freedom,  by  day  be  with  me  ;  at  night. 

Like  Philomela,  sing  me  asleep,  shower 
Perfume  on  my  slumbers,  and  let  the  light 
And  lustre  of  your  form  dawn  upon  my  brain-sight. 
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LX. 

So  craves  the  heart,  when  from  a  lattice  high 
Some  nymph-iike  Virgin’s  sweet  attractive  grace 
Perchance  detains  the  trav’ller’s  wearied  eye, 

In  a  romantic  spot,  when  time  and  place 
Lend  an  enchantment  to  her  heav’nly  face ; 

So  sighs  the  heart,  when  fate’s  severe  degree 
Withholds  the  rapture  of  one  fond  embrace 
Of  her,  whose  form  he  never  more  may  see 
Amid  the  wide  world’s  cold  and  strange  fraternity. 


LXL 

Observe  the  dawn  thro’  London’s  smoky  clouds 
That  cap  the  proud  tiara  of  her  tow’rs  : 

Art,  here,  amid  the  loathsome  hum  of  crowds. 

Unrolls  no  canvas  for  the  magic  pow’rs 
Of  Nature  :  here,  alas  !  wild  fields,  nor  flowers. 

Nor  lake,  nor  glassy  sea,  wood-land,  or  heath. 

Nor  hill,  nor  dale,  nor  forest,  brake  or  bowers. 

Forth  from  whose  lap  arise  the  balmy  breath, 

The  gold  and  pearl  of  morn,  Aurora’s  heav’nly  wreath. 


Canto  I. 
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LXII. 

Nor  here  at  eve,  amid  the  den  of  men, 

Can  fancy  reach  thy  silver  beaming  sphere. 

Chaste  orb  of  Night !  nor  one  plume  extend,  when 
High  heav’n  is  lit  with  stars  I  Abstraction  here 
Lies  like  an  isle  unknown — on  thy  shore,  dear 
Native  land,  the  genii  of  Silence  dwell 
With  Meditation — on  the  placid  ear 
Few  sounds  intrude,  save  when  the  ocean  swell. 
Sea-bird,  or  mountain-owl  ring  their  nocturnal  knell. 


LXIII. 

And  Ocean,  in  his  native  majesty 
*  Nor  seen — nor  heard  his  rhetoric  of  roar— 
^Twas  sweet  to  see  his  heav’n-ting’d  gaiety 
Dancing  so  wild  upon  thy  rocky  shore. 

Land  of  my  sires,  where  my  young  years  of  yore 
Stole,  like  romance,  so  magic’ly  along ; 

No  heathy-hill  top  here  is  seen  to  soar 
High  and  sublime  the  fleecy  clouds  among. 

Nor  heard  the  cataract  singing  his  mountain-song. 
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Oh,  Caledonia  !  there’s  not  one  clime 
On  this  globose  I  fondle  in  my  fancy 
More  than  thee  !  Thee  I  adore,  nor  shall  time 
Or  place  annih’late  that  idolatry! 

Barren  the  breast  where  lurks  an  amnesty 
Of  thee  !  land  of  my  fathers’  dust.  Oh  where. 
Where  shall  we  seek,  where  find  a  match  to  thee, 
For  on  thy  lovely  hills  and  valleys  fair 
Sure  Nature  hath  impress’d  a  seal  sublimely  rare  ! 


LXV. 

Here,  Art  hath  smother’d  Nature  ;  in  the  dearth 
Of  her  exub’rance  Humanity  rolls 
A  moral  climax-swaying  the  scum  of  Earth 
To  deeds  of  Hell — now  setting  purer  souls 
A  Heav’n-beaming — ev’n  midw'ay  i’the  goals 
Of  her  extremes,  at  each  point  gradate,  playing 
Proteus-like — hating — then  lasting  like  moles, 

Blind  and  filth-begirt — here — there — essaying 
Ev’ry  opposite — comic— tragic — swearing — praying — 
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LXVI. 

Working  things  of  blood,  as  Cain,  envying. 

Then  anon  chaunting  psalmody  and  praise — 
Preaching  salve  for  sinners,  thieving,  lying. 

All  these  and  myriads  more,  till  up  she  raise 
A  chorus  of  antitheses,  and  blaze 
Abroad  th’  elements  of  life — varieties 
Of  vice  and  virtue,  all  species  and  ways 
Of  matter  and  motion — moralities 
Of  ev’ry  attribute — a  host  of  vanities ! 

LXVII. 

^Tis  midnight :  and  I  walk  the  gloomy  aisles 
Of  London  Hospital,  that  house  of  woe — 

Where  Pain,  exhausted  by  her  aching  toils. 

Hath  sunk  to  rest  on  Slumber’s  quiet  brow. 

Poor  race  of  men  !  alas  !  the  serpent-foe 
Taints  the  few  flow’rs  of  Eden  ye  retain. 

And  Paradise  eludes  your  reach  like  snow 
That  shines  on  Alpine  cliffs  without  a  stain. 

Or,  mutely  dancing  down,  quick  melts  into  the  main. 
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LXVIIL 

Lord  !  what  is  man  ?  a  mirror  of  sorrow. 

Like  a  moth,  subject  to  phantasy 

And  fire ;  like  a  mole,  blind  to  the  morrow, 

W rithiug  in  pain,  or  lost  in  lunacy  ! 

A  veering  vane  of  inconsistency  ! 

Down  the  delusive  stream  of  his  existence 
Borne  like  a  bubble  to  eternity — 

Borne  to  that  unknown — infinite — immense — 
Hid  by  the  veil  of  Vice  from  this  terrestrial  sense. 

LXIX. 

There  are  who  wade  Life’s  wilderness  we  see 
Without  or  flower,  or  verdure,  in  their  view 
To  brighten  o’er  the  bleak  nfonotony. 

Who  patient  eye  the  lurid  leaves  and  hue 
Of  hope,  accustom’d  to  despair:  some  few 
Again,  we  mark,  like  flight  of  lab’ring  crows 
Athwart  the  adverse  blast,  struggling  anew, 

Till,  sick  of  strife,  they  sink  beneath  their  woes, 
Envying  the  lone  churchyard  of  its  calm  repose. 
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LXX. 

I  view  death  daily  :  lest  him  imdismay’d— 
Curious,  contemplate  his  variety  ! 

I  live  among  the  dead — the  mangled  dead — 
I  breathe  among  the  breathless — but  to  me 
Man’s  flesh  is  fuel  and  philosophy  ! 

Beyond  the  sense  extern,  material  pain 
Or  fear,  nigh  on  thy  verge.  Eternity, 

Fair  Science  far  extends  her  peerless  reign 
Inspher’d  amid  the  ether  of  her  pure  domain. 

LXXI. 

Thus,  like  the  Roman  Emperor,  (10)  I  live 
Mindful  of  mortality  :  such  mem’ry, 

Grafted  in  the  green  soil  of  youth,  doth  hive 
A  holy  negligence  of  all  earthly 
Trash,  and  bends  th’unbiass’d  soul  to  heav’nly 
Treasure  incorrupt:  such  memories  tame 
Th’  ungodly  vaunts  of  Infidelity, 

Develope  to  the  soul  her  noblest  claim, 

And  stir  deluded  Sense  to  seek  celestial  fame. 
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LXXIL 

Yes — amid  woe,  the  mind  that  meditates 
Must  moralize — well  wrote  the  wise  of  old — (1 1) 
For  'tis  mourning,  not  mirth,  ameliorates 
The  heart — ’tis  Grief  and  Sorrow  that  unfold 
Eternity  to  man !  full  wretched,  wry,  and  cold. 

Is  he  whose  soul  refuses  this.  Pity, 

Were  it  else,  a  mere  name,  or  nothing.  Hold 
This  up,  vain  man !  to  thy  prosperity. 

Perchance,  ’twill  raise  thy  hand  to  deeds  of  charity. 


LXXIII. 

Oh,  Charity,  whose  bond  doth  bind  the  blest 
Above  !  thou  heav’nly  power  !  sweet  Purity, 

That  never  slumberest  in  a  noble  breast ! 

Angel  divine  !  whose  breath  is  symphony 
To  the  hallelujahs  of  Eternity ! 

Inspirit  man — be  all  his  foes  forgiv’n. 

Be  this  his  prayer  :  when  grim  Mortality 
His  levelling  chariot  o’er  his  corse  hath  driv’n. 

May  the  trump  'wake  us  all  to  joy  and  peace  in  heav’n. 


t 
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— Who  can  define  that  pure  incarnate  glow 
That  swallows  up  sensation  in  its  thrill  ? 

Who  can  impage  those  ecstasies  that  flow 
Like  boiling  fountains  from  a  burning  hill  ? 
Immortal  Gods  !  immortal  men  instill 
The  spirit  of  their  mem’ries  into  clay. 

Hold  converse  with  my  soul,  tho’  flesh’d,  and  fill 
My  veins  with  ether,  till  ideas  play 
Numberless,  and  high  as  heav’n’s  starry  galaxy. 

LXXV. 

There’s  something  without  me  and  within  me 
So  new — so  strange,  I  have  no  words  to  sound 
It  forth — so  soft — so  solemn — and  so  free 
Of  Earth  it  feels  !  can  it  be  sprites  have  found 
Some  secret  av’nue  to  my  vitals,  wound 
The  heav’n’s  Iris  round  my  carnous  heart, 

Or  to  my  breathing  organs  lightly  bound 
An  airy  dulcet-shell,  there,  to  impart 
Anon,  the  sweet  deliria  of  their  mystic  art  ? 
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LXXVI. 

’Twas  in  Westminster j  when  I  haiPd  her  aisle 
And  radiant  glories  of  departed  worth — 

This  transport  in  my  bosom  ’gan  to  boil — 

This  deep  solemnity  awoke  to  birth — 

And  who  of  such  unhallow’d  mould  on  Earth 
As  feel  his  feelings  flameless  at  these  forms 
Which  life-endowing  Sculpture  bodies  forth 
He  who  knows  not  such  lightnings  and  such  storms 
Should  dofi*  humanity  and  congregate  with  worms. 

LXXYII. 

Oh  England  !  here  muse  o’er  thy  letter’d  pride  ! 
Here  Spenser  and  thy  matchless  poets  sleep  ! 

Isle  of  the  West !  hark,  creeping  o’er  thy  tide 
Sweet  Auburn’s  village-music  clears  the  deep  ! 
Look,  Caledonia  !  from  thy  rocky  steep. 

And  mark  the  Seasons  on  their  march  sublime. 
Systems  may  sink,  and  with  one  mighty  sweep 
All,  all,  may  vanish  ’neath  the  wing  of  Time, 

But  Genius  is  a  star  embosom’d  in  a  clime 


Canto  I, 
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L  XX  VIII. 

Stable  and  eternal.  Oh,  drink  her  beams 
Of  brightness,  Britannia,  whilst  thou  may — 

Seek  th’  empyrean  whence  her  splendour  streams  ; 
Awake,  arise,  and  revel  in  that  ray 
Which  far  outshines  th’  effulgence  of  the  day. 
Eclipsing  sheer  the  living  firmament. 

Sip  from  the  sons  of  Song  the  honied  lay — 

Go — feed  upon  thy  Shakspeare’s  monument ! 
Then  leave  to  the  abysm  of  Time  thy  testament. 


LXXIX. 

Why  doth  the  British  Senate,  so  forget 

The  captive  hero  of  the  barren  isle ! 

\ 

Late  Lord  of  Gaul — ^Napoleon  the  Great! 

Why  do  the  powers  of  Europe  so  revile 
That  deep-skill’d  warrior  of  ambitious  wile ; 

Why  should  a  civilized  world,  thus  be 
An  allied  tyranny  ;  by  Alla,  while. 

Throughout  the  vigorous  nerves  of  policy. 

There  shoots  one  genuine  spark  of  pure  philanthropy 

G 
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LXXX. 

Like  a  wide  whirlpool,  whose  tremendous  force 
Vies  with  some  vast  volcano,  to  devour 
Whatever  meets  its  desolating  course  : 

Ev’n  so  did  this  insatiate  love  of  pow’r 
All  soft  emotions  from  his  bosom  scour; 

Ambition  flourish’d  in  a  manly  soil. 

Till  Fortune’s  conflagration  smote  the  flow’r — 
Gaul’s  lily  droop’d — a  tow’ring  splendid  spoil — 

It  fell!  it  sought  a  prop  on  Albion’s  gen’rous  isle.  (12) 


LXXXI. 

He  who  with  fire  can  tread  in  glory’s  track. 
Then  hatch  philosophy  when  prosp’rous  stars 
His  laurell’d  chariot  in  the  field  forsake. 
Smile  at  Captivity’s  black  duiigeon-bars. 

And  from  the  hill  of  pow’r  and  hum  of  wars 
With  dignity  to  solitude  descend, 

Deserves  a  title — nay,  outmerits  Mars — 
When  talent  cries  Humanity’s  her  friend. 
Shall  not  our  sympathy  with  admiration  blend  ? 
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Thou,  St.  Helena!  shall  exalt  thy  name 
Above  the  sister-isles  that  stud  the  sea, 

Ev’n  on  an  Emp’ror’s  woes  shall  found  thy  fame. 
Albion  I  well  may’st  thou  blush  when  Hist’ry 
Presents  her  pages  to  posterity, 

Their  curses  may  clothe  this  deed  of  foulness! 
Bleak  rock!  may  the  eye  of  Curiosity 
Stream  upon  thy  shores  of  grief  and  greatness. 
May  her  tears  bedew  thy  billow-beaten  wilderness. 


LXXXIII. 

Why  doth  my  muse  upon  th’  Atlantic  main 
Linger  one  moment,  when  at  home  she  views 
Her  own  dear  island’s  weal  upon  the  wane  ^ 
Loathes  she  to  contemplate  that  dire  abuse. 
Which  mean  corruption  and  her  cubs  infuse  ^ 
Shuns  she  to  sing  that  sapping  train  of  ills. 
Which  from  unmanly  selfishness  accrues. 
Which,  like  a  snake  descending  from  the  hills. 
The  peaceful  peasant’s  valley  with  its  venom  fills  ? 
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Ah !  yes,  she  waves  the  weary  thankless  theme, 
Reckless  of  courtiers  and  effeminate  courts — 
Reckless  of  princes’  parasites,  that  dream 
And  drown  their  days  in  nugatory  sports — 

She  spurns  the  sterile  strain ;  for  art  distorts 
The  pure  and  patriarchal  spirit  of  the  muse; 
To  scenes  omnig’nous  her  genius  resorts, 

But  chiefly  basks  among  th’  unsullied  hue^l 
Which  Nature  and  her  son  Antiquity  diffuse. 


LXXXV. 

What  are  the  gaudy  splendours  of  a  court  ? 
Maternal  Nature !  thou  art  brighter  far 
Than  all  the  trappings  which  laborious  art 
Hath  wrought  for  Pomp  and  Luxury’s  glitt’ring  car. 
All  art  but  serves  the  joy  of  man  to  mar. 

What  jeweird  diadem  so  dazzling  bright 
Beams  like  the  blaze  of  the  high  noon  day  star  ? 
What  sparkling  palace^  in  its  pride  of  light, 

Beams  like  the  cloudless  beauty  of  the  queen  of  night  ? 
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Like  Solomon  of  old,  whose  gorgeous  mien 
And  radiant  robes  the  lily  of  the  vale 
Outvied — so  doth  meek  Nature’s  placid  scene 
Surpass  and  mock  all  art.  Is  Fashion’s  gale 
Impregned  with  poison,  and  consumption  pale, 

Like  the  sweet  south  wind,  breathing  on  the  earth  .? 
Not  all  the  heaven  which  hireling  hearts  inhale. 

Nor  courts,  nor  kingdoms,  nor  their  rubied  worth. 
Can  ever  bid  a  health-wdng’d  breeze  like  this  go  forth. 


LXXXVIL 

St»  Paul’s !  thy  sculpture  dares  us  to  forget 
Th’  exalted  souls  that  rais’d  our  Ocean-isle, 
That  laurell’d  ev’ry  pillar  of  our  state. 

And  shone  like  splendid  stars  upon  our  soil— - 
But  heav’nly  piety  dares  us  to  defile 
Our  days  w  ith  one  oblivious  moment 
Of  such  worth — such  virtuous  god-like  toil — 
Such  might  of  soul — such  angel-temp’rament — 
As  mocks  the  very  medium  and  the  element 
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LXXXVIII. 

Of  earth,  whereon  they  liv’d,  and  breath’d,  and  mov’d — 
Ah  !  Howard’s  statue  meets  my  humid  eye — (13) 

Alas !  in  life  no  marble  heart  he  prov’d — 

The  sweetest  child  of  pure  philanthropy  ! 

Full  of  fine  feeling,  touch’d  with  sorrow’s  sigh, 

Th’  amelioration  of  his  fellow  clay. 

By  noble  self  denial,  the  sole  tie 
That  bound  his  breast  below — ’twas  Pity’s  ray 
Let  him  to  fetter’d  grief  thro’  dungeons’  darksome  way. 

LXXXIX. 

His  was  a  spiritual  chace  of  Time — 

Within  the  lazar-walls  of  woe  and  pain — 

Thro’  many  a  stormy  sea  and  barb’rous  clime. 

To  ease  Captivity  of  her  galling  chain — 

Root  out  disease,  and  soothe  the  lost  insane — 

Cleaning  the  blighted  soul,  enlight’ning  gloom — 

Causing  the  sun  of  joy  to  shine  again 
In  prison’d  breasts,  whose  solitary  doom 
Forbad  a  single  hope,  save  ’twere  the  silent  tomb. 
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See !  mark  the  marble  moulding  into  life, 

The  form  and  features  of  a  soul  profound  1 
Johnson,  (14)  whose  moralizing  mind  was  rife 
With  mines  of  truth,  pure,  solid,  strong,  and  sound  ; 
Whose  critic  powers  no  sophist  ever  bound 
Within  the  barriers  of  fallacious  art. 

Escap’d  the  labyrinth  of  Gothic  ground — 

A  flood  of  light  illum’d  the  human  heart, 

What  time  his  weighty  pen  its  wisdom  did  impart. 

XCI. 

Sweet  Kensington,  at  last,  thy  gardens  paint 
A  lordly  landscape  on  my  goaded  eye — 

Sweet  air !  the  lilliputs  of  art  less  taint, 

The  soft  complexion  of  thy  summer-sky — 

Calmly  reclining  ’neath  thy  foliage  high. 

Peace  bids  the  visions  of  our  fancy  rove, 

’Till  ev’ning  swell  the  bosom  with  a  sigh. 

As  some  sweet  constellation  from  above 
Sheds  on  the  tantalized  heart  its  beams  of  love. 
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Thy  bed  of  verdure,  thy  umbrageous  shade, 

Form  for  the  tender  tale  a  fit  retreat, 

On  the  warm  bosom  of  the  English-maid 
Pure  passion  finds  a  pillow  and  a  seat— 

Nor  is  the  virgin  deem’d  indelicate — 

Some  frigid  souls,  insensible  and  dull 
With  prudish  affectation,  spurn  their  mate ; 

Love’s  down  is  like  the  gossamer  of  Gul, 

That  WOOS  the  warm  fervours  of  the  sweet  Bulbul. 

XCIII. 

If,  in  my  unlov’d  bosom  love  doth  lurk. 

Come,  my  Cordelia,  come  and  share  that  love — 
Maid  of  the  mountain,  tho’  my  mind  be  murk. 

The  Queen  of  Smiles,  fair  Venus,  and  her  dove, 
Dispel  my  gloom,  and  ev’ry  thought  improve; 

My  love  thou  see’st  not — ^hear  it  then  and  feel. 

Beauty  now  tempts  me  in  this  regal  grove — 

But  since  we  parted — I  have  strove  to  steel 
My  breast— and  spotless  keep  thy  lip’s  last  luscious  seal. 
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Thou  dawn,  whose  purple  sways  the  laughing  morn — ■, 
Thou  setting  Sun,  that  o’er  heav’n’s  arch  hath  rode — 
Thou  cloudless  Moon,  that  ow’st  thy  silver  horn 
Of  borrow’d  beams  to  the  Peruvian  God! 

Ye  Stars,  and  thou  the  Milky  way,  that  load 
With  lovely  light  yon  brilliant  isles  above. 

You’re  only  conscious  of  the  path  I’ve  trod — 

Then  tell  Cordelia  that  this  royal  grove, 

Like  flame  with  virgin  gold,  blooms  but  to  purge  my  love. 


xcv. 

Look  then  benignly  on  an  uublest  breast. 

Where  solitude  and  sorrow  love  to  dwell — 

Whose  elements,  tho’  hush’d,  yet  banish  rest— - 
’Tis  as  if  this  earth  had  sunk  to  hell. 

And,  in  its  fearful  fall,  forgot  to  yell — 

From  worldling’s  pity  I  seek  no  relief — 

’Twere  sweeter  far  to  seek  some  lonely  cell. 

Where — oh,  lady  !  yet  might  one  tear  of  grief 
From  thee  revive  for  me  hope’s  blighted — blasted  leaf. 

H 
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Like  some  delightful  garden  of  the  south, 

Imbosom’d  on  a  mountain’s  sunny  side, 

Imbow’r’d  in  beauty — shone  my  early  youth — 

For  like  its  luscious  fruit  and  flow’ry  pride. 

In  sweet  succession,  did  my  feelings  glide ; 

And  like  the  bees  upon  its  lovely  breast. 

Or  playful  pastime  of  its  chrystal  tide. 

Disported  in  the  zenith  of  unwearied  zest. 

Unconscious  of  the  source  whence  sprung  those  days  so  blest. 


XCVII. 

Like  the  same  garden  which  the  lava-flood. 

Envious  or  wearied  of  its  mountain-child. 

Hath  whelm’d  in  Desolation’s  darksome  shroud, 
Now  lies  my  later  youth — a  dismal  wild — 

A  bleak  and  barren  waste- — of  all  despoil’d — 

Save,  ’tis  thy  form  upon  the  soil  a-dust. 

Or  fancy’s  flower  whose  fragrance  glads  me,  pil’d 
As  my  senses  are  in  hot  ferment  and  rust. 

Black  horror,  doubt,  suspense,  suspicion,  and  mistrust. 
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Then  why  should  I,  thus  doom’d  to  living  death, 
Seek  thee  to  share  the  sadness  of  my  soul  ? 

Come  not — the  mem’ry  of  thy  form  shall  sheath 
The  selfish  wish — thy  virtues  shall  appall 
The  horrid  thought  that  bids  me  mix  my  gall 
Vv  ith  other’s  sweet,  embitt’ring  double  life, 

Altho’  the  very  worms  of  the  mire  crawl 
Not  unsex’d:  Cordelia  !  shun  my  strife, 

I  have  the  seeds  of  man,  and  Woe  must  be  my  wife. 


XCIX. 

Not  thou,  oh,  amiable  innocence!  I, 

All  unworthy  thee,  shall  wear  my  days  far 

From  the  power,  or  pity,  of  my  kind.  My 

Throbbing  bosom,  plough’d  up  by  the  war 

Of  its  own  elements,  o’erleap’d  the  bar 

Of  bliss,  the  yoke  (15)  of  ease,  heav’n’s  mild  controul. 

Yet  shall  we  meet  again!  In  some  fair  star 

Mine  ear  shall  drink  the  echo  of  thy  soul. 

And  o’er  a  planet’s  poesy  our  thoughts  shall  roll ! 
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c. 

With  holy  patience  I  await  that  hour — - 

Oh,  grave  !  where  then  thy  vict’ry  ?  Death  !  thy  sting  ? — 

And  shoL4ld,  oh,  Faith  !  the  clouds  of  passion  lower, 

May  Christ  to  my  defence  thy  buckler  bring — 

Yet  how  shall  I  since  fondest  feelings  cling 
To  thee,  my  love,  so  young — so  pure — so  fair— 

Oh,  how  shall  I,  my  nerves,  again  thee  string — 

Yon  moonlight,  beaming  thro’  the  vital  air. 

To  thine  attemper’d  eye  is  but  a  vulgar  glare. 

Ct. 

And  then  the  smiles  that  play  upon  thy  lip—  * 

Disporting  there  intelligently  shy — 

Thy  ruby  lip,  where  Love  hath  seem’d  to  dip 

His  carmine  pencil  in  the  roses’  dye — 

And  then  thy  voice,  soft  as  an  angel’s  sigh. 

Whose  hymn  hath  died  upon  the  western  breeze — • 

And  then  thy  hand,  whiter  than  fleecy  sky. 

Or  mountain  snow,  or  foam  of  weaving  seas, 

« 

And  oh!  thy  whole,  a  heav’n  of  mildness”  form’d  to  please. 
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Curse  on  these  passions  !  they  are  fiery  dreams, 
That  like  Heav’n’s  lightning  on  the  scathed  oak, 

Or  vortices  up-whirling  ocean’s  streams, 

Or  melted  virtues  of  a  lava-rock, 

Do  shake  our  souls  more  than  an  earthquake’s  shock 
Could  I  but  tear  them  from  this  scorched  breast. 
Ridding  its  region  of  their  tyrant-yoke, 

Then  Death  would  find  me  in  a  zone  of  rest. 

And,  smiling,  beckon  thee,  O,  Psyche  !  to  the  blest. 


cm. 

Yet  come,  Cordelia  !  tho’  untoward  fate — 

Or,  it  may  be  a  demon  that  hath  sown 
These  tares  of  tumult  and  contentious  hate — 
Unlov’d  by  thee  shall  Kenneth  live  alone. 

Dead  to  the  world,  forgotten  and  unknown 
Part  from  the  feelings  that  he  once  possest. 

And  fair  Religion’s  mighty  power  disown  ? 

Oh,  no !  our  barks  for  ever  link’d  abreast 
Shall  stem  th’  opposing  current,  and  at  last  be  blest. 
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From  pure  to  purer,  and  from  strength  to  strength, 
So  may  we  travel  thro’  this  thorny  vale, 

Rejoicing  in  the  light,  and  breadth,  and  length. 

And  pow’r  and  pilotage  of  truth  ;  so  sail 
In  calmest  feeling,  should  the  storm  prevail^ — 

Then  should  our  eyes,  without  a  beam,  survey 
Impiety  fly  like  chaff  before  the  gale, 

Sin’s  restless  sons  like  harts  unpastur’d”  (16)  stray. 
But  Virtue  thron’d  on  high  amid  a  flood  of  day. 


CV. 

Fortune  will  frown,  and  friendship’s  force  decay. 
The  glorious  sun  of  Liberty  will  set, 

And  health  and  happiness  dissolve  away — 
Honour  wall  soil — Ambition  will  regret — 

Pride  will  contemn — Ingratitude  forget — 

But  Virtue  like  a  vestal  virgin  ever  bright. 

With  pure  Religion  at  the  altar  met 
Inviolably  fix’d,  shines  like  the  light 
Of  the  eternal  snow  on  Thibet’s  tow’ring  height. 
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Ye,  princes  and  peasants  !  ye,  high  and  low  ! 
Thou,  toil  industrious  1  thou,  ignoble  sloth ! 

Ye,  wars  and  warriors  !  and  ye,  friend  and  foe  ! 
Ye,  fortitude  and  fear  !  ye,  love  and  wrath ! 

Ye,  life  and  birth  !  ye,  youth  and  growth ! 
Thou,  age  !  thou,  death,  the  daughter  of  disease 
And  thou,  departing  spirit !  glad  or  loth. 

All  ye  whose  nostrils  snuff  Jehova’s  breeze, 
Know,  she’s  the  herald  and  the  harbinger  of  peace 


evil. 

O’er  thy  expanse  of  intellectual  charms 
Humility  with  Modesty  presides — 

For  gospel  faith  thy  piety  disarms 
Of  gloomy  joys  :  nor  loftiness  abides. 
But  all  Emmanuel  in  thy  heart  resides. 
Ah  !  thro’  the  distant  vista  of  your  love, 
A  holiness  in  sweet  perspective  glides  ; 
Typing  th’ eternal  sabbath  far  above, 
Wheffeseverlasting  sanctities  in  order  move. 
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Canto  I. 


CVIIL 

Since  I  have  lov’d  thee,  a  consuming  fire 
Hath  dried  up  all  my  bones,  marr’d,  and  displac’d 
My  deeds;  thy  image,  like  afun’ral  pyre. 

Hath  prey’d  on  my  very  heart’s  blood,  and  chac’d 

Away  society,  haunted  me,  and  defac’d 

The  fairest  form  of  mine  actions.  Oh,  God  ! 

Fed  by  a  whirlwind  of  passion,  it  blaz’d 
About  my  brain,  till  life  became  a  load. 

The  light  of  heav’n  itself,  and  th’  earth  on  which  I  trod. 


CIX. 

But,  since  I  have  lov’d  thee,  I  have  been  hurl’d 

Back,  by  an  awful  force,  from  peril’s  brink, 

> 

When  Fortune  flung  her  child  into  the  world. 
Impetuous  youth  dar’d  ev’n  thought  to  think — 
Uprose  the  boiling  billows  high,  to  sink 
Him  down  and  snatch  him  from  reflection.  He 
Met  thy  soul — he  lov’d — his  own  did  shrink 
Anon  into  a  shadow.  Flumility 
Passed  by  him  like  a  spirit  of  eternity  ! 


Canto  I. 


KENNETH. 
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cx. 

Fancy  brightens,  does  she  not  blacken  too? 
Observe  her  soaring  on  the  wings  of  Mirth, 
Sparkling  and  rapturous.  I  grant,  ’tis  true 
Some  wight  will  bless  his  stars  and  hour  of  birth. 
And  think  he  moves  as  in  a  Heav’n  on  earth  ! 

But  see  her  scowling  on  the  other  sphere. 
Bereaving  health  and  hope,  or  dreaming  dearth 
And  death,  hear  him  like  Ferdinand  in  fear,  (17) 
Hell  itself  is  empty,  all  the  devils  are  hqre.” 


CXI. 

See  her  infusing  love  unquenchable, 

A  love  that  lieth  not  latent— a  love  high 
And  uplift,  deifying  like  fable. 

Brightening  the  dear  object  till  she  might  vie 
With  Venus,  aye,  eclipse  the  beauty  of  the  sky  1 
But  mark  her  hatching  hate,  till  she  glow 
Horror,  till,  like  a  Caliban,  she  cry 

(18)  ^^Bats,  beetles,  toads,  light  on  you  !  may  there  blow 
A  south-west  on  ye,  and  blister  ye  all  o’er.”  So 


I 


58 


KENNETH. 


Canto  /. 


CXIL 

These  her  extremes  :  purer  visions  anon 
Revealing,  she’ll  rise  upon  an  Echo ! 

Till,  like  a  phcenix,  she  will  eye  the  Sun, 

Feed  on  Glory,  and,  like  that  fabl’d  bird,  so 
Die,  revive,  and  re-revive,  nay,  grow 
T’  immortal  melody.  Passion  and  Lust, 

Hotter  than  Suns  and  Glories,  things  that  glow 
Death,  worse  than  death,  damnation,  will  and  must. 
Like  flames  with  adamant,  calcine  her  into  dust. 


CXIII. 

Mark  her  careering  on  the  golden  lyre 
Of  him  the  Bard  supreme,  to  whom  belong 
These  votive  lines.  List,  (IQ)  Nestor’s  silver  wire 
Knitting  with  air  to  his  experienc’d  tongue. 

The  ear  of  all  the  Greeks,  with  bond  as  strong 
As  Heaven’s  axle-tree ;  ”  or,  Anthony,  (20) 

Whose  delights  were  dolphin  like ;  ”  or,  the  song 
’Bout  the  Merry  wife,  (21)  whose  appetite  of  eye 
Did,  like  a  burning  glass,  scorch  Falstafi*  greedily.” 


/ 


Canto  /. 
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CXIV. 

Words  are  too  cold — Music  can  scarce  diffuse 
The  genius  of  her  spirit  and  her  fire — 

No  sight  embrace  the  beauty  of  her  hues — 

Fancy  hath  her  own  eye,  and  her  own  lyre, 

And  her  own  throne — gems  of  her  own — worlds  higher 
Than  earth,  higher  than  all,  save  Heaven,  for  Heaven 
Belongs  to  Truth  and  Truth’s  almighty  Sire  ! 

And  oh  !  her  flights  are  sweetest  when  she’s  driv’n 
To  adore  the  Spirit  by  whom  her  own  was  giv’n. 

cxv. 

If  high  imaginings  to  Heav’n  will  pierce. 

Let  them  teach  humility.  Tho’  Fancy 
Might  sun  a  system  or  a  universe, 

Her  pious  visions,  her  innocency. 

Her  earthly  musings,  are  sufficiency, 

Harvests  of  themselves,  where  the  heart  might  reap 

Tranquillity;  for  Extacy 

Is  but  a  dream  from  which  we  wake  to  weep, 

^^To  feel  our  little  life  is  rounded  by  a  sleep.” 


KENNETH. 
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CXVI. 

View  a  violet  declining,  above 

First  drooping — then  dying  on  its  parent-soil, 

Preaching  a  parable  of  filial  love ! 

Then,  think  upon  the  amaranth,  and,  while 
You  contemplate,  turn  to  the  sainted  isle 
That  harbours  all  the  blest.  Analogy 
Reveals  us  truth  sweeter  than  studious  toil — 

'  Pluck  then  this  fruit  from  Heav’n’s  eternal  tree, 
^^Love  not  thy  father,  or  thy  mother,  more  than  me.’^ 

CXVII. 

Or,  if  you  will,  love  emeralds,  love  gold. 

Pure  gold,  beryls,  sapphires,  and  pearls  ;  love  all 
That  Nature’s  wealth  and  bounty  doth  unfold  ; 
Possess  them,  prize  them,  let  your  very  soul 
Delight  in  them  :  then,  turn  ye  to  the  pole 
Of  truth,  the  bright  and  morning  star, — Oh,  go 
Where,  clear  as  crystal,  purest  rivers  roll, 

And  pluck  again  from  off  the  living  bough. 

Where  your  treasure  is,  there  will  your  heart  be  also. 


Canto  I. 


KENNETH* 
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CXVIIL 

Such  pious  visions  of  themseives  impart 
A  virtuous  light,  and  lovely  in  its  use 
A  never  dying  lotos  in  the  heart — 

JFor  fair  Imagination’s  flexile  hues 
Colour  morality,  and  thus  diffuse 
A  warmth  to  Wisdom,  and  a  sweeter  grace. 
More  useful  than  th’  Utopia  of  the  Muse, 
Or  th’  airy  tribes  of  Fancy’s  fairy  race, 

Or  all  the  brightest  pageantry  we  love  to  trace. 


CXIX. 

If  Truth  o’er  Fancy’s  blandishments  preside. 

Her  syren-witcheries  flit  harmless  withal — 

Light  us,  like  the  jewels  of  a  virtuous  bride. 

With  consecrated  lustre,  and  let  fall 
A  rich  essence  that  purifies  the  soul, 

The  charm  of  our  existence,  a  faculty 
Sweet,  strong,  yet  innoxious  in  its  strength.  Roll 
On,  thou  sparkling  and  thou  glad’ning  brilliancy^ 
Without  this  earth,  thou  wert  an  universe  to  me. 
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Canto  /.= 


cxx. 

But  see,  the  Sun  is  down,  the  dying  day 
Gives  birth  and  place  to  a  most  placid  eve, 

The  Stars  are  lit,  and  twilight  steals  away— 

All  Heav’n  serenely  smiles,  and  seems  to  weave 
A  coronet  of  joy  for  those  who  grieve, 

,  And  list  the  peal  of  the  sweet  evening  bell. 

It  sounds  as  if  some  spirit  were  to  leave 
Its  bonds  of  clay,— hark  to  the  solemn  knell, 
Farewell,  sweet  groves,  etherial  fancies— fare  ye  well ! 


♦ 


NOTES  TO  CANTO  I. 


Note  on  stanza  xiii.  page  7,  line  8. 

- -  and  to  this  day ^ 

The  blood^stain’ d floor  recalls  the  sanguinary  fray  T 
That  usual  instructor  of  antiquity  in  Scotland,  an  old  wo- 

t 

man,  will  point  out  to  the  curious  the  stains  made  by  Rizzio^s 
blood-drops  on  the  floor  of  one  of  the  chambers  of  the 
Scottish  Palace. 


Note  on  stanza  xv.  page  8,  line  6. 

Her  faults  were  virtues,  amiable  tho’  frail.” 

With  regard  to  the  interesting  and  affecting  history  of  the 
Queen  of  Scots,  I  entertain  the  same  opinion  as  Dr.  Gilbert 
Stewart. — See  History  of  Scotland. 

K 
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Note  (£)  stanza  xx.  page  12,  line  6. 

Monro !  thy founder,  peaceful  sleep  his  shade” 

Monro,  tho’  not  the  founder  of  the  College,  in  an  archi¬ 
tectural  or  masonic  sense,  was  certainly  the  founder  of  her 
literary  and  medical  reputation. 


Note  (3)  stanza  xxv.  page  15,  line  1. 

His  deathless  deeds  are  Poesfs  proud  theme” 

See  Trafalgar,  a  Poem,  by  Thomas  Downey,  Esq.  R.  N. 


Note  on  stanza  xxxvii.  page  21,  line  2. 

Yet  thy  blue  silent  eloquence  of  eye” 

The  force  of  this  expression  will  be  perceived  by  all  who 
mark  the  human  face,  often,  though  not  invariably,  as  Lavater 
would  make  us  believe,  the  mirror  of  the  mind. — Lavater  did 
well,  but  he  had  done  better  had  his  enthusiasm  prescribed 
limits  to  his  generalization. — -On  the  subject  of  silent  elo¬ 
quence,  see  the  beautiful  and  affecting  story  of  the  unfortu¬ 
nate  Deianeira,  by  Sophocles. 
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Note  on  stanza  xxxvii.  page  21,  line  5. 

Intelligence  exiles  frivolity 

I  hold  the  expression  of  sentiment,  whether  oral  or  writ¬ 
ten,  to  be  the  most  unequivocal  vehicle  of  intelligence ;  and, 
next  to  that,  the  expression  of  the  eye ;  next,  that  of  the  lip, 
or  smiles.  Milton,  who  is  allowed  on  all  hands  to  have  had 
a  profound  knowledge  of  human  nature,  has  the  following- 
admirable  passage  in  the  Paradise  Lost. 

- for  smiles  from  Reason  flow 

To  brute  denfd,  and  are  of  lot^e  the  food ; 

Love,  not  the  lozvest  end  of  human  life. 

Note  on  stanza  xxxviii.  page  21,  line  6. 

With  th!  eagle  spirit  of  a  child  of  song.” 

See  Byron’s  Lament  of  Tasso. 

Note  on  stanza  xlii.  page  23,  line  6. 

My  native  pipe  instills 

The  Patriof sfre.^’- — 

The  bagpipe’s  effect  on  the  Highlander  has  been  compa¬ 
red  to  the  bugle’s  effect  on  the  war-horse.  Whole  regiments. 
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at  the  sound  of  this  sonorous  and  warlike  instrument,  as  if 
by  the  operation  of  magic,  have  been  known  to  rally,  rush 
to  the  field,  and  conquer. — See  Memoirs  of  the  late  war  in 
Asia, 

Note  (7,)  stanza  xlvii.  page  25,  line  I. 

Our  Lord  and  Saviour  chose  the  Mount  for  iprafrr 

It  is  to  be  recollected,  that  the  most  beautiful  and  impres¬ 
sive  doctrines  of  the  divine  Founder  of  Christianity  were  de¬ 
livered  not  in  the  Temple,  but  on  the  Mount. — Bpron. 

In-door  worship  is  unquestionably  inferior  to  out-door 
worship  I  but,  as  long  as  art  pollutes  nature,  mankind  will 
have  their  temples.  The  nearest  approximation,  however,  to 
the  sublime  simplicity  of  nature,  is,  undoubtedly,  the  plain  un¬ 
sophisticated  Temple  of  the  good  old  Kirk  of  Scotland. 

Note  (8,)  stanza  Ivii.  page  30,  line  8. 

— - like  grim  Auster,  when, 

To  grief  of  Italy,  he  swept  the  Pontine  fen” — 

The  baneful  effects  of  the  Auster,  charged  with  the  nox¬ 
ious  effluvia  of  the  Pontine  marshes,  are  recorded  by 
Horace.^ — See  Odes, 
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Note  (9;)  stanza  Iviii.  page  31,  line  3. 

So  sung  the  holy  Psalmist.” 

It  is  o-ood  for  me  that  I  have  been  afflicted,  that  I  might 
learn  thy  statutes. — Psalm  1 1 9th,  v.  7 1  •  ' 


Note  (10,)  stanza  Ixxi.  pagS  7 ,  line  1. 

Thus  like  the  Roman  Emperor  I  live, 
Mindful  of  Mortality^^ — 

Augustus.  See  Bacon’s  Novum  Organum. 


Note  (11,)  stanza  Ixxii.  page  38,  line  2. 

Well  zi)rote  the  wise  of  old.” — 

The  heart  of  the  wise  is  in  the  house  of  mourning,  but  the 
heart  of  fools  is  in  the  house  of  mirth.^ — 

Ecclesiastes,  chap.  7.  v.  4. 


Note  (12,)  stanza  Ixxx.  page  42,  line  9- 

It  fell — and  sought  a  prop  on  Albion^ s  generous  isle.” 

The  false  ideas  which  the  Emperor  Napoleon  had  formed 
of  the  liberality  of  the  laws  of  England,  and  of  the  influence 
of  the  opinion  of  a  great,  generous,  and  free,  people  over  their 
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government,  decided  him  to  prefer  the  protection  of  these 
laws  to  that  of  a  father-in-law,  or  an  old  friend. — See  Na¬ 
poleon’s  letter  to  Count  Montholon. 


Note  (13,)  stanza  Ixxxviii.  page  46,  line  2. 

Ah  !  Hozmrd^s  statue  meets  my  humid  ej/e.” 

This  statue  represents  the  Philanthropist  in  the  act  of 
trampling  upon  chains  and  fetters,  while  bearing  in  his  right 
hand  the  key  of  a  prison,  and  in  his  left  a  scroll,  on  which  is 
engraved,  Plan  for  the  improvement  of  Prisons  and  Hos¬ 
pitals.”  On  the  front  of  the  pedestal  is  a  bas  relief,  repre¬ 
senting  Mr*  Howard  visiting  the  interior  of  a  prison,  and 
conveying  food  and  clothing  to  its  distressed  inhabitants. 


Note  (14,)  stanza  xc.  page  47,  line  3. 

Johnson,  whose  moralizing  mind,’^ 

This  statue  represents  the  philosopher  in  the  attitude  of 
profound  thought,  conveying  at  the  same  time  as  much  of 
the  peculiar  character  of  this  great  man  as  can  be  exhibited 
by  art. 
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Note  (15,)  stanza  xcix.  page  51,  line  6. 

The  yoke  of  ease  heaven’s  mild  controuir 
It  is  hardly  possible,  I  think,  for  human  imagination  to 
conceive  any  thing  so  consolatory  to  an  oppressed  mind  as 
these  few  unaffected  but  affectionate  words  our  Saviour  ad¬ 
dressed  to  the  multitude :  Come  unto  me,  all  ye  that  labour 
and  are  heavy  laden,”  &c. — St.  Matthew,  1 1th  chap.  28th  v. 


Note  ( l6,)  stanza  civ.  page  54,  line  8. 

SirCs  restless  sons,  like  ^  harts  unpastur’d^^  stray d"* 

And  from  the  daughter  of  Zion  all  her  beauty  is  departed, 
her  princes  are  become  like  harts  that  find  no  pasture. 

Lamentations  of  Jeremiah,  chap.  l.v.  6. 


Note  17?  stanza  cx.  page  57,  line  8. 

- hear  him,  like  Ferdinand  in  fear, 

Hell  itself  is  empty,  all  the  devils  are  here,^^ 
See  Shakspeare’s  Tempest. 


Note  (18,)  stanza  cxi.  page  57,  line  8, 
Bats,  beetles,  toads,  light  on  you^ 


See  Ibid. 
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Notes  IQj  20,  21,  stanza  cxiii.  page  58,  lines  3,  6,  8. 

See  Shakspeare’s  Troilus  and  Cressida,  Anthony  and 
Cleopatra,  and  Merry  Wives  of  Windsor. 


THE  END, 


Maurice,  Printer,  Fenchurch  Street. 


